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MONTHLY OFFERING. 


SEPTEMBER. 


The Duty of Abolitionists. 

Much, very much has been said in relation to the 
wrong-doing of the slaveholders, and of their duty to 
grant immediate and unconditional emancipation to their 
oppressed vassals. If slavery, with impious hands, lays 
hold of the temple of God’s truth, prostrates the whole 
fabric, and tramples upon every commandment in the 
decalogue; if it forces man to labor solely for another’s 
benefit, without wages; if it does violence to every sen- 
timent of the human breast, by sundering wives from their 
husbands and children from the embrace of their parents; 
if it closes up every avenue to the understanding, and 
dries up the spontaneous outgushings of the soul; if it 
deprives them of the knowledge of the Bible, the light of 
heaven, and the hopes and consolations of the gospel; 
if it compels men and women to herd together like the 
beasts that perish; if, in a word, it takes from his head 
the crown of glory which God has placed upon the brow 
of every immortal soul, and degrades him to the condi- 
tion of a brute—a thing: I ask if the demand we make 
of the.slaveholder is unreasonable? It is made in the 
name of Republicanism, of eternal Justice, and of the 
benign and peaceful principles of Christianity. It is made 
because we believe it is always safe and expedient to do 
justly. It is not made for the slave alone, but for his 
master also, The evils which fall upon him are nearly 
as great as those which weigh down the subjects of his 
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oppression. It has been well said, that ‘‘ whoever fastens 
one end of a chain around the limb of his fellow creature, 
fixes at the same time the other end around his own neck.” 
This is most emphatically true of the slaveholder. I will 
not dwell on the haughty and overbearing spirit which 
slavery creates in the bosom of the slaveholder—the ig- 
norance and effeminacy it engenders—the licentiousness 
it encourages—the spirit of jealousy, murder and revenge 
it produces—the hypocrisy, irreligion and blasphemy it 
begets, and the indescribable cruelty, wrong and outrage 
it causes. I will view it alone in the light of the fear it 
produces, and which, like the nightmare, weighs upon the 
bosom of the entire slaveholding community, Fix your 
eye upon some slaveholding city. Observe the patrol, 
armed with blunderbusses, swords, bowie-knives and 
other instruments of death, threading the streets and 
coursing up and down the lanes. They are as jealous of 
a whisper as if a formidable invading army had quarter- 
ed within the limits of the'city. Witness the master as 
he retires to'rest at night. Why stands that loaded ri- 
fle by his head? Why is that brace of pistols placed be- 
neath his pillow? Why that drawn ‘sword across ‘the 
foot of his cot? Why does he startle in his midnight 
slumbers, and’ his heart leap in ‘his bosom'‘and struggle 
for his mouth, at the sound of a voice, the rustling of 'a 
leat, or the rattling of a window? ‘The great poet has 
said: 
“The thief doth fear each bush an officer.” 


Every one knows that 


‘Fear is the tax that consciedice, pays to guilt:” 


For ‘all are conscious that they retain in their miacfa 
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population, which has no knowledge of law or religion, 
but as instruments to oppress ‘hem; and who, from the 
relations they sustain, must necessarily be their invete- 
rate enemies. Who can dissent from the sentiment of 
Cowper? 

“ 7 would not have a slave to till my ground, 

To carry me, to fan me while I sleep, 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 

That sinnews bought and sold have ever earned. 

No! dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 

Just estimation prized above all price, 

I had much rather be myself the slave, 

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him.” 


If we have no regard for the slave whatever, the situ- 
ation of the master should urge us, by every motive to 
use all the powers which God has invested in us to bring 
this bloody system to a speedy termination. 

In view of this brief and meagre description, I ask if 
the demand which the abolitionists make upon slavehold- 
ers, to give immediate and unconditional freedom to the 
victims of oppression, is either unjust or too pressing? Is 
it not in accordance with sound philosophy and religion? 
There is a capital of twelve hundred millions of dollars 
invested in this great republic in the blood and bones of 
our fellow-countrymen. ‘Though I cannot allow, for a 
moment, that man, created in the image of his Ged, can 
be held as property, yet, it must be allowed, that their 
slave-property is, to them, equal to the same amount in- 
vested in,any other manner. We call upon them to 
give this enormous sum to the cause of truth and of free- 
dom. We urge them to do, what they consider would 
bankrupt themselves for the sake of principle. 
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Anyone who has any conceptions of the glory and the 
beauty of liberty, the degradation, sorrow and suffering 
consequent upon slavery, will intuitively pronounce these 
requisitions to be just. But are the slaveholders the on- 
ly persons who are called upon to make sacrifices to this 
cause’ Is there nothing for us to do? Is it the slave- 
holder alone who sustains this system? A clear analysis 
of our relations to the South, and of the political history 
of this nation from the time the federal constitution was 
adopted to the present moment, would demonstrate most 
conclusively, that the powers of the general government, 
and the diplomacy of the country have been prostituted 
to the protection of this enormous system. How is it 
possible that two hundred and fifty thousand feeble and 
effeminate masters could hold in subjection two millions 
and a half of healthy and robust people, without assistance 
from other quarters? Slavery, sir, is protected and sus- 
tained by the public sentiment of the free states, Through 
ignorance, and prejudice, which is founded in ignorance, 
the American people are practically confederated to sus- 
tain a system of bondage, ‘‘ one hour of which,’’ says 
Thomas Jefferson, ‘‘is fraught with more misery than 
ages of that which our fathers rose in rebellion to oppose.” 
Never will the South look this system in the face, with a 
view to its abolition, until a regenerated and enlightened 
public sentiment shall press it upon them for their con- 
sideration. They have an imagined interest in its con- 
tinuance, as well as the prejudice of education in its fa- 
vor. God works by human instrumentalities: To us he 
has committed this great work. Upon our efforts the 
hopes, not only of three millions of bondmen and bond- 
women are suspended, but the liberties and destinies of 
a great nation of 17,000,000 of freemen. 
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I said that slavery was sustained by public opinion 


based on the ignorance of the people as to the nature of 
the system and the means employed for its overthrow. 
Will you believe me when I affirm, that there are hun- 
dreds of towns where our principles have never been 
enunciated? The day of jubilee may be hastened or 
postponed almost at our pleasure. It cannot be ration- 
ally expected that men will become interested until their 
minds are called to the subject by those who understand 
the system in all its bearings and influence. ‘‘ How 
shall they believe,” says the apostle, ‘‘in whom they 
have not heard; and how shall they hear without a 
preacher;and how shall he preach unless he be sent?” 
Could our publications and periodicals be scattered broad- 
cast over the face of the whole land—could the voice of 
the living speaker be heard, simultaneously, in every 
town and parish in the free states, and this great ques- 
tion forced upon the attention of the people, by precept 
upon precept, in a few short months, the moral sentiment 
would be created, which would show no quarter to Amer- 





, ican slavery—which would withdraw from it all counte- 
nance, connection and fellowship, and would demand, in 
the name of God and outraged humanity, that every 
yoke should be broken and the oppressed be set free. 
What excuse can we render that this has not been done? 
What reason can we offer that it should not now be done? 
We have the men who would go forth could they be en- 
couraged and sustained. The same sacrifice on the part 
of the abolitionists which they demand of the slaveholder 
would raise the standard of our principles throughout 
the entire country, and press into our ranks the old and 
young, the rich and poor—the learned and illiterate men, 
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women and children, of all classes and conditions, who 
would, with spirit end enthusiasm, prosecute the work 
until liberty should be proclaimed ‘‘ throughout all the 
land unto all the inhabitants thereof.” 

We see the importance of our enterprize. Let us be 
consistent. Let us show our devotion to the great prin- 
ciples we advocate by generous contributions, at all times, 
to carry forward the work of moral regeneration. Let 
us demonstrate by our acts that we love the cause of 
truth more than our reputation, and our liberty more 
than gold or silver. 


Degrading Influences of Slavery. 


BY THOMAS JEFFERSON. 


The whole commerce between master and slave is a 
perpetual exercise of the most boisterous passions; the 
most unremitting despotism on the one part, and degrad- 
ing submission on the other. Our children see this and 
learn to imitate it; for man is an imitative animal. This 
quality is the germ of all education in him. From his 
cradle to his grave he is learning to do what he sees 
others do. Ifa parent could find no motive either in his 
philanthropy or his self-love, for restraining the intempe- 
rance of passion towards his slave, it should always be a 
sufficient one that his child is present. But generally it 
is not sufficient. The parent storms, the child looks on, 
catches the lineaments of wrath, puts on the same airs 
in the circle of smaller slaves, gives loose to his worst 
passions, and thus nursed, educated, and daily exercised 
in tyranny, cannot but be stamped by it with odious pe- 
culiarities. ‘The man must be a prodigy who can retain 
his manners and morals. undepraved by such circum- 
stances, And with what execration should the states- 
man be loaded, who permitting one half the citizens thus 
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to trample on the rights of the other, transforms those 
into despots, and these into enemies, destroys the morals 
of the one part, and the amor patriw of the other? For 
if the slave can have a country in this world, it must be 
any other in preference to that in which he is born to live 
and labor for apother: in which he must lock up the fac- 
ulties of his nature, contribute as far as depends on his 
individual endeavors to the evanishment of the human 
race, or entail his own miserable condition on the endless 
generations proceeding from him, With the morals of 
the people, their industry also is destroyed. For ina 
warm climate no man will labor for himself who can 
make another labor for him. This is so true, that of the 
proprietors of slaves, a very small proportion indeed are 
ever seen to labor. And can the liberties of a nation be 
thought secure when we have removed their only firm 
basis, a conviction in the minds of the peopie that these 
liberties are the gift of God? ‘That they are not to be 
violated but with his wrath? Indeed, | tremble for my 
country when I reflect that God is just; that his justice 
cannot sleep forever; that considering numbers, nature, 
and natural means only, a revolution of the wheel of for- 
tune, an exchange of situation, is among possible events: 
that it may become probable by supernatural interfer- 
ence! The Almighty has no attribute which can take 
side with us in such a contest. 

What an incomprehensible machine is man! Who 
can endure toil, famine, stripes, imprisonment and death 
itself, in vindication of his own liberty, and the next mo- 
ment be deaf to all those motives whose power supported 
him through his trial, and inflict on his fellow mena 
bondage, one hour of which is fraught with more misery 
than ages of that which he rose in rebellion to oppose. 

* * * When the measure of their tears shall be 
full—when their cries shall have involved heaven itself 
in darkness—doubtless a God of justice will awaken to 
their distress, and by diffusing a light and liberality 
among their oppre-sors, or at length by his exterminating 
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thunder, manifest his attention to things of this world, 
and that they are not left to the guidance of a blind fa- 
tality. 


Duty of Emancipation. 


BY WILLIAM PICKNEY. 


Iniquitous, and most dishonorable to our country, is that 
dreary system of partial bondage, which her laws have 
hitherto supported with a solicitude worthy of a better 
object, and her citizens by their practice countenanced. 

Founded in a disgraceful trafic, to which the parent 
country lent her fostering aid, from motives of interest, 
but which even she would have disdained to encourage, 
had England been the destined mart of such inhuman 
merchandise, tls continuance is as shameful as ils origin. 

Wherefore should we confine the edge of censure to 
our ancestors, or those from whom they purchased? Are 
not we EQUALLY guilly? They strewed around the seeds 
of slavery—we cherish and sustain the growth. They 
introduced the system—we enlarge, invigorate, and con- 
firm it. ° 

That the dangerous consequences of this system of 
bondage have not as yet been felt, does not prove they 
never will be. At least, the experiment has not been 
sufficiently made to preclude speculation and conjecture. 
To me, sir, nothing for which I have not the evidence of 
my senses is more clear, than that it willone day destroy 
that reverence for liberty, which is the vital principle of 
a republic. 

While a majority of your citizens are accustomed to 
rule with the authority of despots, within particular lim- 
its; while your youth are reared in the habit of thinking 
that the great rights of human nature are not so sacred 
but they may with innocence be trampled on, can it be 
expected that the public mind should glow with that gen- 
erous ardor in the cause of freedom, which can alone 
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save a government like ours from the lurking demon of 
usurpation? Do you not dread the contamination of 
principle? 

The example of Rome shows that slaves are the prop- 
er, natural implements of usurpation, and therefore a se- 
rious and alarming evil in every free community. With 
much to hope for by a change, and nothing to lose, they 
have no fear of consequences. Despoiled of their rights 
by the acts of government and its citizens, they have no 
checks of pity, or of conscience, but are stimulated by 
the desire of revenge, to spread wide the horrors of des- 
olation, and to subvert the foundation of that liberty of 
which they have never participated, and which they have 
only been permitted to envy in others. 

But where slaves are manumitted by government, or 
in consequence of its provisions, the same motives which 
have attached them to tyrants, when the act of emanci- 
pation has flowed from them, would then attach them to 
government, They are then no longer the creatures of 
despotism. They are bound by gratitude, as well as by 
interest, to seek the welfare of that country from which 
they have derived the restoration of their plundered 
rights, and with whose prosperity their own is inseparably 
involved. All apostacy from these principles, which 
form the good citizen, would, under such circumstances, 


5 
be next to impossible. 


Address to Colored Soldiers. 


BY GENERAL JACKSON, 


Soldiers! When on the banks of the Mobile, I called 
you to take up arms, ‘inviting you to partake the perils 
and glory of your white fellow-citizens, I expected much 
from you; for 1 was not ignorant that you possessed 
qualities most formidable to an invading enemy. I knew 
with what fortitude you could endure hunger and thirst, 
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and all the fatigues of a campaign, I knew well how 
you loved your native country, and that you had, as well 
as ourselves, to defend what man holds most dear—his 
parents, relations, wife, children and property. You 
have done more than I expected. In addition to the pre- 
vious qualities 1 before knew you to possess, I found, 
moreover, among you a noble enthusiasm, which leads to 
the performance of great things. 

Soldiers! The President of the United States shall 
hear how praiseworthy was your conduct in the hour of 
danger, and the Representatives of the American people 
will, I doubt not, give you the praise your exploits en- 
title you to. Your General anticipates them in applaud- 
ing your noble ardor. 

The enemy approaches; his vessels cover our lakes; 
our brave citizens are united, and all contention has 
ceased among them. Their only dispute is, who shall 
win the prize of valor, or who the most glory, its noblest 
reward, 
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The Anti-Slavery Cail. 
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The Anti-Slavery Call. 
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The Anti-Slavery Call. 
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2. Come join the Abolitionists, 
Ye men of riper years, 
And save your wives and children dear, 
From grief and bitter tears; 
O that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
O that will be joyful, when Slavery is no more, 
When Slavery is no more. 
’Tis then we'll sing, and offerings bring, 
When Slavery is no more. 


3. Come join the Abolitionists, 
Ye men of hoary heads, 
And end your days where Liberty, 
Its peaceful influence sheds; 
O that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
O that will be joyful, when Slavery is no more, 
When Slavery is no more. 
*Tis then we'll sing, and offerings bring, 
When Slavery is no more. 
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The Anti-Slavery Call. 


(CONTINUED. ) 


4 Come join the Abolitionists, 
Ye dames and maidens fair, 
And breathe around us in our path 
Affection’s hallowed air: 
O that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
O that will be joyful, when woman cheers us on, 
When woman cheers us on to conquest not yet won. 
’Tis then we'll sing, and offerings bring, 
When woman cheers us on. 


5 Come join the Abolitionists, 
Ye who the weak enslave,— 
Who sell the father, mother, child, 
Whom Christ has died to save! 
O that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
O that will be joyful, when chains are forged no more,— 
When Slavery is no more, our happy land all o’er; 
"Tis then we'll sing, and offerings bring, 
When Slavery is no more. 





6 Come join the Abolitionists, 
Ye sons and daughters all 
Of this our own America— 
Come at the friendly call; 
O that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
O that will be joyful, when all shall proudly say, 
This, this is Freedom’s day—Oppression, flee away! 
*Tis then we’ll sing, and offerings bring, 
When. Freedom, wins the day! 
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Unchain the Laborer. 





Music—by G. A. Hewes. 
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Unchain the Laborer. 


(Continued.) | 
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2. Yes, and your dreams it visits too, 
When Fear stands o’er your restless bed, 
And shakes it in your ears, till you 
Tremble, as at an earthquake’s tread. 





3, The chain, that binds to you your slave, 
Binds you to him, with links so strong, 
That you must wear it to your grave, 
If, all your.days, you do him wrong. 


4. Then break his chain, «nd let him go, 
And, with the spirit. of aman, 
Earn your own bread; and you shall. know 
Peace, that you know not now, nor can. 


5. Yea, from his body, and your soul, 
Throw off the load, while yet you may; 
Thus strive, in faith, for heaven’s high goal, 
And wait, in hope, the Judgment Day. 
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OCTOBER. 


The African Character. 


BY W. E. CHANNING, 


West India Emancipation has borne a sfigular testi- 
mony to the noble elements of the negro character. It 
may be doubted, whether any other race would have 
borne this trial, as well as they. Before the day of free- 
dom came, the West Indies and this country forboded 
fearful consequences from the sudden transition of such 
a multitude from bondage to liberty. Revenge, massa- 
cre, unbridled lust, were to usher in the grand festival of 
Emancipation, which was to end in the breaking out of a 
new Pandemonium on earth. Instead of this, the holy 
day of liberty was welcomed by shouts and tears of grat- 
itude. The liberated negroes did not hasten, as Saxon 
serfs in like circumstances might have done, to haunts 
of intoxication, but to the house of God. Their rude 
churches were thronged. Their joy found- utterance in 
prayers and hymns. History contains no record more 
touching, than the account of the religious, tender thank- 
fulness which this vast boon awakened in the negro breast. 
And what followed? Was this beautiful emotion an ev- 
anescent transport, soon to give way to ferocity and ven 
geance? It was natural for masters, who had inflicted 
causeless stripes, and filled the cup of the slaves with 
bitterness, to fear their rage after liberation. But the 
overwhelming joy of freedom having subsided, they re- 
turned to labor. Not even a blow was struck in the 
excitement of that vast change. No violation of the 
peace required the interposition of the magistrate. The 
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new relation was assumed easily, quietly, without an act 
of violence; and, since that time, in the short space of 
two years, how much have they accomplished? Beauti- 
ful villages have grown up. Little freeholds have been 
purchased. ‘The marriage tie has become sacred. The 
child is educated. Crime has diminished. There are 
islands, where a greater proportion of the young are 
trained in schools, than among the whites of the slave 
states. | ask, whether any other people on the face of 
the earth would have received and used the infinite 
blessing of liberty so well. 

The history of West India Emancipation teaches us 
that we are folding in bondage one of the best races of 
the human family. The negro is among the mildest, 
gentlest of men. He is singularly susceptible of im- 
provement from abroad. His children, it is said, receive 
more rapidly than ours the elements of knowledge. How 
far he can originate improvements, time only can teach. 

His nature 1s affectionate, easily touched; and hence 
is more open to religious impression than the white man. 
The European race have manifested more courage, en- 
terprise, invention; but in the dispositions which Chris- 
tianity particularly honors, how inferior are they to the 
African! When I cast my eyes over our southern re- 
gion, the land of bowie knives, Lynch law, and duels, 
of ‘‘ chivalry,” honor and revenge; and when | consider 
that Christianity is declared to be a spirit of charity, 
‘which seeketh not its own, is not easily provoked; 
thinketh no evil, and endureth all things,’ and is also 
declared to be ‘‘ the wisdom from above, which is first 
pure, then peaceable, gentle, easy to be entreated, full 
of mercy and good fruits;” can I hesitate in deciding, to 
which of the races in that land Christianity is most adapt- 
ed, and in which its noblest disciples are most likely to 
be reared? It may be said, indeed, of all the European 
nations, that they are distinguished by qualities opposed 
to the spirit of Christianity; and it is one of the most re- 
markable events of history, that the religion of Jesus 
should have struck root among them. As yet it has not 
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subdued them. The “law of honor,” the strongest of 
all laws in the European race, is, to this day, directly 
hostile to the character and word of Christ. The Afrr 
can carries within him, much more than we, the germs 
of a meek, long-suffering, loving virtue. A short rest- 
dence among the negroes in the West Indies impressed 
me with their capacity of improvement, On all sides I 
heard of their religious tendencies, the noblest in human 
nature. I saw, too, on the plantation where I resided, 
a gracefulness and dignity of form and motion, rare in 
my own native New England. And this is the race 
which has been selected to be trodden down and con- 
founded with the brutes! Undoubtedly the negroes are 
debased; for were slavery not debasing, I should have 
little quarrel with it. But let not their degradation be 
alleged in proof of peculiar incapacity of moral elevation. 
They are given to theft; but there is no peculiar aggra- 
vated guilt, in stealing from those by whom they are rob- 
bed of all their rights, and their very persons. They 
are given to falsehood; but this is the very effect pro- 
duced by oppression on the Irish peasantry. They are 
undoubtedly sensual; and yet the African countenance 
seldom shows that coarse, brutal sensuality, which is so 
common in the face of the white man. I should expect 
from the Afriean raee, if civilized, less energy, less 
courage, less intellectual originality than im our race, 
but more amiableness, tranquility, gentleness, and con- 
tent. They might not rise to an equality in outward 
condition, but would probably be a much happier race. 
There is no reason for holding such a race im chains; 
they need no chain to make them harmless. 


It has been our intention, for a long time, to write out 
in full the thrilling narration which Miss Wilson has so 
beautifully embodied in verse. In our next number, if 
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circumstances permit, we shall relate some of the cir- 
cumstances connected with it. 


The Fugitives from Injustice, in Boston. 





BY SUSAN WILSON, 


“ They came through perils, only known | 
i To those, who, guided by the ray 
i Of one bright star to lands unknown, 
Find unimagined dangers thrown 

Bil | Around their paths, and, day by day, 
mh Start as they seem to hear the bay 
_ Of blood-hounds following their track, 

Urged on by men more fierce than they, 
And listen for the murderous shot ,— 
But death, e’en such a death, is not 
Fear’d, as they fear the coming day, 
if May s¢e them borne to bondage back. 


hy Such dangers and such fears were pass’d, 
yr They stood amid kind friends at last. 

ai Nor only friends—for there was one, 

tall A woman, who long since had thrown 

a4 Her fetters ofi—and dream’d no more, 

nt! Of meeting those she loved before; 

‘ But she had found the one most dear, \ 
‘i Her mother to her arms was given! 
tt And warmly, almost wildly, she : 
ei Pour’d forth her soul-felt thanks to heaven. 











i There were four others,—men, still young, 
Whose spirits, past endurance stung i 
" By countless, nameless wrongs,—at length 

a4 Trusted that He, who gave a star 

i To guide their way, would give them strength 
ib To gain a home and freedom far 

eh Beyond the reach of their control, 

a Who fetter body, heart and soul, 


i Then hundreds gather’d round, to hear 
ba The tale of trials each could tell, | 
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And one spoke of a wife and child 
In bondage with him,—lov’d so well, 
He risk’d his life, and theirs to gain 
Freedom from the galling chain. 
And gratefully of one he told; 
Who promised, in a vessel’s hold, 
To carry them conceal’d away— 
His wife and child in safety there 
He placed, and hasten’d to prepare 
For joining them another day. 
But when again he reach’d the shore, 
The ship he sought was seen no more, 
T’was sailing far away! 
And he—he would not pause to tell 
Of grief, and fear, and doubt that fell 
Upon his heart,—nor how their spell 
He broke, with courage nought could queli 
For he had caught a ray 
Of Hope, with speechless rapture fraught, 
Had heard the wife, the child he sought, 
Were in Toronto safe—and he 
With them, please Heaven, ere long would be. 


That mother, then, and daughter, told 
Their tales,—nor could restrain 
Their fervent gratitude and joy 
That they had met again, 
Had met amid the kind, the free, 
And, more than all—at liberty. 


An old man rose—his crown was bald, 
But locks, by time and sorrow bleach’d, 
In snow-white curls, on either side 
Down, even to his shoulders reach’d. 
He too had been a slave, and long 
Had borne unmurmuringly the wrong, 
The lengthen’d. task, the wanton blow, 
And much that only slaves can know; 
But e’en in his degraded lot, 
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He found one bright, one happy spot, 


Found flowers upon his pathway strewa— 


A wife and children were his own! 

His own,—alas! how vain the trust, 
Which the confiding slave reposes 

On those who trample in the dust, 

The laws of kindred and of love, 

Of men on earth, and Heaven above,— 


How vain such trust, each day discloses! 


Of change, of poignant grief he told, 
They sold his wife—one child they sold, 
And left him only one; 

And oh, how closely did his heart, 
(With all beside thus forced to part, ) 
Cling round that much lov’d son! 

He was a gentle, noble boy, 

And soon with deep, but fearful joy, 

His father mark’d his spirit high, 

And stronger, stronger grew the tie, 
Which their lone spirits bound,;— 

It soften’d e’en the deep regret 

For those they never could forget, 

And in their sadden’d lot were yet, 
Bright gleams of pleasure found, 


Pleasure, that soon was swept away,— 
For, from his arms the boy they tore, 
He too was sold—and on that day, 
Enjoyment, even hope was o’er, 
There was not left a single ray, 
To light the gloom of bondage more. 


And then he vow’d to break his chain, 
Or, should the attempt be made in vain, 
Even the threaten’d death would be 
Prefer’d to life in slavery. 

The first attempt did fail, and all 


They'd threatened, was endured,—save death, 


The bloody lash just ceasd to fall, 
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In time to spare the failing breath. 
But added, tortures moved him never 
From his firm purpose,—and when strength 
Return’d, he strove again to sever 
His soul-felt fetters, and at length 
Toil, danger, fear were past, and he 
Stood thankfully among the free. 


‘* Since then,” he added, ‘“‘ many a year 
Has pass’d— I could not happy be, 
For memory dwelt on them so dear, 
' For ever, ever lost to me. 
Yet I have been resign’d and calm, 
No worldly hopes or fears came o’er me, 
For grief like mine earth has no balm, 
And light from Heaven was beaming o’er me. 
But feelings that-1 fancied slept 
Forever have awaken’d—I 
With spirit deeply moved, have wept, 
In thankfulness, and sympathy 
With those this day has reunited; 
But while I share their grateful joy, 
I think how all my hopes were blighted, 
When parted from my noble boy. 
My boy! oh, could I meet him now, 
But place my hand upon his brow, 
And say, ‘ dear John you’re mine,’—and know 
No tyrant’s will could bid us part, 
What perfect happiness would flow 
Upon my desolated heart.” 





The old man ceased, but ere was past 
The echo of the words he’d spoken, 
The breathless silence gathering there, 

By words that thrill’d each heart was broken,— 
** Father! my 'raTHER!”’ it was he, 

So loved, so mourn’d,—his long lost son, 
Who rush’d into his arms,—among 
Those welcome strangers, he was one. 
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Christian Resolution. 
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Christian Resolution. 
BY CAROLINE WESTON. 


To Freedom’s cause, the cause of truth, 
With joy we dedicate our youth; 

To Freedom’s holy altar bring 

Fortune and life as offering. 


Temptations sore and deadly foes, 
Our onward progress would uppose; 
And conflict stern we still must wage 
With bigot hate and tyrant rage. 


With scorn the foes of God and man 
Our number and our weakness scan, 
Feeble and few, and distant far, 
*Tis ours to wage unequal war. 


Yet are we strong, O God of might! 

Ours are thy words of truth and right; 
And armed with these, in vain thy foes 
Their thronging numbers may oppose. 


In vain with blood-stained hands they rear 
Their proud abodes of grief and fear! 
Shaking their glories to the ground, 

Thy trumpet-blast of Truth we sound! 


In earnest hopes we wait the hour, 
Foretold us by prophetic power, 
When all shali come to tiee, and own 
The glorious kindom of thy Son. 
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Rise, Sons of Africa! 6s & 4s. 


3. The 
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Colored Man’s Opinion of Colonization. 


Andante. 
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Colored man’s Opinion of Colonization.— Home. 


Great God, if the humble and weak are as dear 
To thy love as the proud, to thy children give ear! 
Our brethren would drive us in deserts to roam; 
Forgive them, O Father, and keep us at home. 
Home, sweet home! 
We know no other; this, this is our home. 


Here, here our loved mothers, released from their toils 

To watch o’er our cradles and joy in our smiles; 

Here the bones of our fathers lie buried; and here 

Are friends, wives, and chiidren, ay, all we hold dear. 
Home, &e. 


Here is law, here is learning, and here we may move, 

Most merciful God, in the light of thy love. 

Boasts Afric such blessings? Oppressors declare! 

Oh no, we may seek, but shall not find them there. 
Home, &c. 


Columbia, dear land of our birthright! may He, 
Who made us a people, rain blessings on thee? 
From thy bosom no pleading shall tempt us to roam; 
Till force drives us from it, this, this is our home. 
Home, sweet home, 

Till force drives us from it, this, this is our home. 
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Progress of the 


Cause. 


Worps by Oliver Johnson. 
fo 














| 
| 1. Hark ! a voice from heav’n proclaiming Comfort to the mourning 
| 
| 




















Lee a a | a | hy a 4 
re Swieeeeee Pe 
——— — L =o wf --— - @ a ee a 
af I tO ne i tS Py 

God has heard him long complaining, And extends his arm to 


s 
rrrrT 











save; 5 





io) 


find a 





shameful 





i 





—PRya= a Ras 






































Proud Op 


- pres - sion soon shall find 
i 


at a a oa oe 


a shbame-ful 





-_ i. gilt. — 
J Bet de 








5 
af. 
1 


=e -9-} et oS 


— = 
ee ei v 
—@-— +— TE 


—o+-3—.- 3-3-1. ae 
ont id 1-9-5 9-9-1 =; =o oa 

7 4 
8 | hl = oS - e 
Se ene Soe i E 
—e—a-Ta— — ve 
ie 00g tee 0—o fo ft 





- 












































THE MONTHLY OFFERING, 


Progress of the Cause. 


Hark! a voice from heaven proclaiming, 
Comfort to the mourning slave! 
God has heard him long complaining, 
And extends his arm to save: 
Proud Oppression 
Soon shall find a shameful grave! 


See! the light of Truth is breaking, 


Full and clear on every hand! 
And the voice of Mercy speaking, 
Now is heard through all the land: 
Firm and fearless, 
See the friends of freedom stand. 


Lo! the nation is arousing 
From its slumber, long and deep; 
And the friends of God are waking, 
Never, never more to sleep, 
While a bondman 
In his chains remains to weep. 


Long, too long have we been dreaming 
O’er our country’s sin and shame; 
Let us now, the time redeeming, 
Press the helpless captive’s claim, 
Till, exulting, 
He shall cast aside his chain? 
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‘God and Liberty!” 
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“God and Liberty.” 


(Continued.) 
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1 God is our guide from field and wave, 
From plough, from anvil, and from loom; 
We come to liberate the slave, 
And speak the factious despot’s doom; 
And, hark! we raise from sea to sea, 
The watchword—‘‘ God and Liberty!” 


2 We draw no devastating sword, 
No war's destructive fires we light, 
By reason and the living word 
Of God, we put our foes to flight; 
And, hark! we raise from sea to sea, 
The watchword—‘‘ God and Liberty!” 


3 We come with blessings in our train, 
To spread them with a bounteous hand; 
To wipe away the guilty stain 
Of Slavery, from this much-lov’d land; 
And, hark! we raise from sea to sea, 
The watchword—‘‘ God and Liberty!’ 
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Sound the loud Timbrel. 


Tours, Britannia hath triumphed. Worps, by Montgomery. 
Repeat. Forte. j 
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Sound the loud Timbrel. 


(Continued.) 
Cres. For. 
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Sound the loud Vimbrel. 


(Continued 
For. 
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Sound the loud Timbrel. 


Blow ye the trumpet abroad o’er the sea, 

Britannia hath triumphed — the Bondman is free; 
Sing —for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His scourges and fetters, all clotted with blood, 
Are wrenched from his grasp; for the word was but 

spoken, 

And fetters and scourges were sunk in the flood; 

Blow ye the trumpet abroad o’er the sea, 

Britannia hath triumphed — the Bondman is free! 


Hail to Britannia, fair Liberty’s isle! 
Her frown quailed the tyrants, the slave caught her 
smile; 

Fly on the winds to tell Afric the story, 
Say to the mother of mourners — Rejoice!” 

Britannia went forth, in the might of her glory, 
And slaves sprung to men at the sound of her voice; 
Praise to the God of our fathers; — ’twas he — 
JEHOVAH — who triumphed, Britannia! by thee. 











agp aroma 


Se at hel 
nt aon ky 


Sf) Seen +4 


Soe ok 








184 THE MONTHLY OFFERING. 


i 


— 4 —.1j-—g—S4——|_-4 
i eee 


Song for the tst of August. 


Wonros, by Wm. Bassett. Tone, “ Away the Bowl.” 
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Song for the first of August. 
(CONTINUED. ) 


2 We raise the song in Freedom’s name, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
Her glorious triumph we proclaim, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
Beneath her feet lie Slavery’s chains, 
Their power to curse no more remains, 


Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra. 


3 With joy we’ll make the air resound, 

Hurra, hurra, hurra, 

That all may hear the gladsome sound, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 

We glory at Oppressions fall, 

The slave has burst his deadly thrall, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 


4 In mirthful glee we'll dance and sing, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
With shouts we’ll make the welkin ring, 
Hurrra, Hurra, Hurra, 


Shout! shout aloud! the bondman’s free! 


This, this is Freedom’s jubilee! 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, Hurra, 
Hurra, Hurra, Hurra. 
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Praver for the Slave. 
Worps—by J. Pierpont. Tuxe—Missionary Bymn, 
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Prayer for the Slave. 
(CONTINUED. ) 


2 Seest thou the sores that rankle, 

Licked by no pitying dog, 

Where, round the bondman’s ancle, 
They've riveted a clog? 

Hear’st thou the curse he mutters? 
Seest thou his flashing eye? 

Hear’st thou the prayer he utters, 
That thou woulst let him die. 


3 God of the poor and frien“ less, 

Shall this unequalled wrong, 

This agony, be endless? 
How long, O Lord, how long 

Shall man set, on his brother, 
The iron heal of sin, 

The Holy Ghost to smother — 
To crush the God within! 


4 Call out, O God, thy legions — 
The hosts of love and light! 
Ev’'n in the blasted regions 
That slavery wraps in night, 
Somé of thine own anointed 
Shall catch the welcome call, 
And, at the hour appointed, 
Do battle for the thrall. 


f 5 Let press, let pulpit thunder 
In all slave-holders’ ears, 
Till they disgorge the plunder 
They’ve garnered up, for years; 
Till Mississippi's valley, 
Till Carolina’s coast, 
Round Freedom’s standard rally, 
A vast, a ransomed host! 
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Freemen asserting their own rights. 
6s & 4s. 
(CONTINUED. ) 


3 Must e’en the press be dumb? 
Must truth itself succumb? 
And thoughts be mute? 
Shall law be set aside, 
The right of prayer denied, 
Nature and God decried, 
And man called brute? 


3 What lover of her fame 
Feels not his country’s shame, 
In this dark hour? 
Where are the patriots now, 
Of honest heart and brow, 
Who scorn the neck to bow 
To Slavery’s power? 


4 Sons of the free! we call 


On you, in field and hall, 
To rise as one; 


Your heaven-born rights maintain, 
Nor let Oppression’s chain 

On human limbs remain; — 
Speak! and ’tis done. 
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A Hymn for the First of August. 
BY W. L, GARRISON. 


1 Lo the bondage of ages has ceased! 
The chains of the tyrant are riven! 
No more as a chattel or beast, 
Shall man to his labor be driven: 
Where the groans and the shrieks of despair 
From heart-broken victims were heard, 
Songs of rapturous joy fill the air, 
More sweet than the notes of a bird! 


2 Lo! the gloom and the blackness of night 

Have suddenly vanished away, 

And all things rejoice in the light 
Of Freedom’s meridian day! 

Restored to their sight are tbe blind — 
No longer they grope for the wall; 

All who seek may with certainty find, 
For clear is the vision of all! 


4 Hark! a voice from the Isles of the Sea! 

Its echoes are heard round the world; 

O! joyful its message — ‘WE ARE FREE! 
To dust Oppression is hurled! 

We are free as the waves of the deep, 
As the winds that sweep o’er the earth; 

- And therefore we jubilee keep, 

And hallow the day of our birth! ” 


4 Praise, praise to the name of the Lord! 
What wonders his right hand hath done! 
How mighty and sure is his word! 
How great is the victory won! 
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The power that Jehovah deified, 
In ruin and infamy lies; — 

O, spread the intelligence wide — 
For marvellous ’tis in all eyes. 


5 Columbia! O shame on thee now! 
Repent thee in ashes and dust! 
There is blood on thy hands — on thy brow — 
And thou art by slavery cursed! 
Thy millions of vassals set free, 
Away. with the scourge and the rod — 
Then join with the Isles of the Sea, 
In a shout of thanksgiving to God! 


Song of the Abolitionist. 
BY W. L. GARRISON. 
Airn— Auld Lang Syne. 


I am an Abolitionist! 
I glory in the name; 

Though now by Stavery’s minions hissed, 
And covored o’er with shame: 

It is a spell of light and power, 
The watch-word of the free — 

Who spurns it in the trial-hour, 


A craven soul is he! 


I am an Abolitionist! 
Then urge me not to pause, 

For joyfully do I enlist 

In Freedom’s sacred cause* 
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A nobler strife the world ne’er saw, 
Th’ enslaved to disenthral; 

I am a soldier for the war, 
Whatever may befall! 


I am an Abolitionist — 
Oppression’s deadly foe; 

In God’s great strength will I resist, 
And lay the monster low; 

In God’s great name do I demand, 
To all be freedom given, 

That peace aud joy may fill the land, 
And songs go up to heaven! 


I am an Abolitionist! 
No threats shall awe my soul, 

No perils cause me to desist, 
No bribes my acts control; 

A freeman will I live and die, 
In sunshine and in shade, 

And raise my voice for liberty, 

Of naught on earth afraid. 
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Hail to the Cause of Liberty. 


Words by C, W. Dennison. Tune—Hail to the Chief. 
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Hail to the Cause of Liberty. 
(CONTINUED. ) 


3 Lo! o’er the field, mark! the foe is preparing, 
Rank upon rank, for another attack; 
While God and right he is wickedly daring; 
Who from the conflict turns cowardly back ? 
March to the battle-field! 
Never, no! never yield. 
Dark though the cloud of the enemy lowers! 
Strike! and be valiant then; 
Stand to your posts like men; 
‘*Gop AND our causE!”’ soon the triumph is ours! 


3 Weapons of war we have cast from the battle; 
TrutuH is our armor — our watch-word is Love; 
Hushed be the sword and the musketry’s rattle ; 
All our equipments are drawn from above ; 
Praise, then, the God of Truth, 
Hoar age and ruddy youth! 
Praise Him, who flock for our army’s increase! 
Long may our rally be — 
‘* Love, LIGHT AND LIBERTY, — ”’ 
Ever our banner the banner of peace! 














196 THE MONTHLY OFFERING, 


Remember them that are in bonds. 
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Remember them that are in bonis. 
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Remember them that are in Bonds. 


BY E. M. CHANDLER. 


Christian mother! when thy prayer 
Trembles on the twilight air, 

And thou askest God to keep, 

In their waking and their sleep, 
Those, whose love is more to thee 
Than the wealth of land or sea, — 
Think of those who wildly mourn 
For the loved ones from them torn! 


2 Christian daughter, sister, wife! 

Ye, who wear a guarded life! 

Ye, whose bliss hangs not, thank God! 
On a tyrant’s word or nod! 

Will ye hear with careless eye, 

Of the wild despairing cry, 

Rising up from human hearts, 

As their latest bliss departs? 


3 Blest ones! whom no hands on earth 
Dare to wrench from home and hearth, 
Ye, whose hearts are sheltered well, 
By affection’s holy spell, 

Oh! forget not those, for whom 

Life is nought but changeless gloom, 

O’er whose days, so woe-begone, 
Hope may paint no brighter dawn! 
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Stanzas. 
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER. 


Our fellow-countrymen in chains! 

Slaves — in a land of light and law! 
Slaves crouching on the very plains 

Where rolled the storm of Freedom’s war! 
A groan from Eutaw’s haunted wood — 

A wail where Camden’s martyr’s fell — 
By every shrine of patriot blood, 

From Moultrie’s wall and Jasper’s well! 


By storied hill and hallowed grot, 
By mossy wood and marshy glen, 
Whence rang of old the rifle-shot, 
And hurrying shout of Marion’s men! 
The groan of breaking hearts is there — 
The falling lash — the fetter’s clank! 
Slaves — saves are breathing in that air, 
Which old De Kalb and Sumpter drank! 


What, ho! our countrymen in chains! 
The whip on woman’s shrinking flesh! 
Our soil yet reddening with the stains, 
Caught from her scourging, warm and fresh! 
What! mothers from their children riven! 
What! God’s own image bought and sold! 
AMERICANS to market driven, 
And bartered, as the brute, for gold! 


Speak! shall their agony of prayer 
Come thrilling to our hearts in vain? 

To us, whose fathers scorned to bear 
The paltry menace of a chain; 

To us, whose boast is loud and long 
Of holy Liberty and Light — 

Say, shall these writhing slaves of Wrong 

Plead vainly for their plundered Right! 
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What! shall we send, with lavish breath, 
Our sympathies across the wave, 

Where manhood, on the field of death, 
Strikes for his freedom or a grave? 

Shall prayers go up, and hymns be sung 
For Greece, the Moslem fetter spurning, 

And millions hail, with pen and tongue, 
Our light on all her altars burning? 


Shall Belgium feel, and gallant France, 
By Vendome’s pile and Schoenbrun’s wall, 
And Poland gasping on her lance, 
The impulse of our cheering call? 
And shall the stave, beneath our eye, 
Clank o’er our fields his hateful chain? 
And toss his fettered arms on high, 
And groan for freedom’s gift, in vain? 


Oh! say, shall Prussia’s banner be 
A refuge for the stricken slave? 
And shall the Russian serf go free, 
By Baikal’s lake and Neva’s wave? 
And shall the wintry-bosomed Dane 
Relax the iron hand of pride, 
And bid his bondmen cast the chain, 
From fettered soul, and limb, aside? 


Shall every flap of England’s flag 
Proclaim that all around are free, 
From “‘ farthest Ind ” to each blue crag 
That beetles o’er the Western sea? 
And shall we scoff at Europe’s kings, 
When freedom’s fire is dim with us, 
And round our country’s altar clings 
The damning shade of slavery’s curse ? 


Go —let us ask of Constantine 
To loose his grasp on Poland’s throat; 
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And beg the Lord of Mahmoud’s line 
To spare the struggling Suliote — 
Will not the scorching answer come 
From turbaned Turk and fiery Russ; 

‘* Go, loose your fettered slaves at home, 

Then turn, and ask the like of us! 


Just God! and shall we calmly rest, 
The Christian’s scorn — the Heathen’s mirth —- 
Content to live the lingering jest 
And by-word of a mocking Earth? 
Shall our own glorious land retain 
That curse which Europe scorns to bear? 
Shall our own brethren drag the chain 
Which not e’en Russia’s menial’s wear? 


Up, then, in Freedom’s manly part, 
From grey-beard eld to fiery youth, 
And on the nation’s naked heart 
Scatter the living coals of Truth. 
Up—while ye slumber, deeper yet 
The shadow of our fame is growing! 
Up — while ye pause, our sun may set 
In blood, around our altars flowing! 


Oh! rouse ye, ere the storm comes forth — 
The gathered wrath of God and man — 

Like that which wasted Egypt’s earth, 
When hail and fire above it ran. 

Hear ye no warnings in the air? 
Feel ye no earthquake underneath? 

Up — up — why will ye slumber where 
The sleeper only wakes in death? 


Up now for Freedom! not in strife 
Like that your sterner fathers saw — ' 
The awful waste of human life — 
The glory and the guilt of war: 
14 
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But break the chain, the yoke remove, 
And smite to earth oppression’s rod, 
With those mild arms of Truth and Love, 


Made mighty through the living God! 


Down let the shrine of Moloch sink, 
And leave no traces where it stood; 
Nor longer let its idol drink 
His daily cup of human blood: 
But rear another altar there, 
To Truth and Love, and Mercy given, 
And Freedom’s gift, and Freedom’s prayer 
Shall call and answer down from Heaven? 





The Gag. 
BY JOHN PIERPONT. 


Ho! children of the granite hills, 
That bristle with the hackamatak, 
And sparkle with the crystal rills 
That hurry toward the Merrimack, 
Dam up those rills! — for, while they run, 
They all rebuke your Atherton. 


Dam up those rills! --- they flow so free 
O’er icy slope, o’er beetling crag, 

That soon they'll all be off at sea, 
Beyond the reach of Charlie’s gag; 

And when those waters are the sea’s, 

They'll speak and thunder as they please? 


Then freeze them stiff! --- but let there come 






No winds to chain them; — should they blow, 


They'll speak of freedom; — let the dumb 
And breathless frost forbid their flow. 
Then all will be so hushed and mum, 
You’ll think your Atherton has come. 
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Not he! — ‘‘ Of all the airs that blow,” 
He dearly loves the soft South-west, 

That tells where rice and cotton grow, 
And man is, like the Patriarch’s, blest 

(So say some eloquent divines) 

With God-given slaves and concubines. 


Let not the winds go thus at large, 

That now o’er al! your hills career, — 
Your Sunapee and Kearsarge, — 

Nay, nay, methinks the bounding deer 
That, like the winds, sweep round their hill, 
Should all be gagged to keep them still. 


And all your big and little brooks, 

That rush down, laughing, towards the sea, 
Your Lampreys, Squams, and Contocooks, 

That show a spirit to be free, 
Should learn they’re not to take such airs; — 
Your mouths are stopped; — then why not theirs? 


Plug every spring that dares to play 
At bubble, in its gravel cup, 
Or babble as it runs away! — 
Nay, — catch and coop your eagles up! 
It is not meet that they should fly, 
And scream of freedom through your sky. 


Ye’ve not done yet! Your very trees, — 
Those sturdy pines, their heads that wag 

In concert with the mountain breeze, — 
Unless they’re silenced by a gag, 

Will whisper --- ** We will stand our ground! 

Our heads are up! Our HEARTS ARE souND!” 


Yes, Atherton, the upright firs 
O’er thee exult and taunt thee thus, —- 

‘* Though thou art fallen, no feller stirs 

His foot, or lifts his axe at us, 
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Hell from beneath is moved at thee, 
Since thou hast crouched to Slavery. 


‘Thou saidst, ‘IT will exalt my throne 
Above the stars; and, in the north 
Will sit upon the mount alone, 
And send my Slavery ‘‘ Orders” forth!’ 
Our Wuire Hits spurn thee from their sight; 


Their blast shall speed thee in thy flight. 


“Go! breathe amid the anguish damps 
That gather o'er the Congarees =» 


Go! hide thee in the cypress swamps 


That darken o’er the black Santee, --- 
And be the moss above thy head, 
The gloomy drapery of thy bed! 


** The moss that creeps from bough to bough, 
And hangs in many a dull festoon; -—- 

There, peeping through thy curtain, thou 
Mayest catch some ‘ glimpses of the moon’; 

Or, better, twist of it a string, 

Noose to thy neck, repent, and --- swing!” 


Sons of the granite hills, your birds, 

Your winds, your waters, and your trees, 
Of faith and freedom speak, in words 

That should be felt in times like these; 
Their voice comes to you from the sky! 
In them God speaks of Liberty. 


Sons of the granite hills, awake! 
Ye’re on a mighty stream afloat, 
With all your liberties at stake; 
A faithless pilot’s on your boat! 
And, while ye’ve lain asleep, ye’re snagged! 
Ye cannot cry for help, -—-ye’RE GacceEp! 
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Dr. H. attends to the insertion of ARTIFICIAL TEETH, from one to 
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*,*Specimens of teeth may be seen ut the office. 




















